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But it was more than Antonius could bear with its suggestions
of what she had been willing to offer if he had listened more
readily. Half-drunk, full of resentment against Fulvia,
regretting his two years of fidelity, he felt a violent desire
rise choking in the throat, tearing at his hands so that they
closed and unclosed, darkening his eyes so that he could
scarcely see. He took her in his arms.

"Let me go," she said in a tense whisper, commanding,
without surprise or anger.

Antonius laughed, a deep throat-laugh, and crushed her
back under his embrace. Her body collapsed against his,
and he gripped her tightly across the small of the back.

But she spoke again, "Sara," still hardly raising her voice
above a whisper. "Kill him, Sara."

Antonius looked up to see Sara close beside him, a thin
dagger lifted in his hand. He dropped Cleopatra, who fell
to the floor, and turned to face Sara, crouching like a wrestler,
meaning to catch and break the man's arm at the first
movement.

Cleopatra rose from the floor wearily. "That will do.
Come now, Sara."

Sara grinned, lowered the dagger, and slipped it back into
his left sandal, where a groove received its flat blade and
handle. Then he humped his back, bowing first to Cleopatra
and then to Antonius.

Antonius said nothing. He resisted his first impulse to
call in the soldiers and have Sara whipped to death. At all
costs Fulvia must hear nothing of what had happened.

Cleopatra tied down the mitella over her hair and wrapped
the paenula about her. Then, followed by Sara, she walked
from the room, her queenly walk again rousing Antonius
against his will to a hungry admiration.

She was gone. Antonius felt the room queerly empty,
himself somehow sadly poorer. But, noticing on the floor
the small chest which she had carried in order to keep up the
pretence of attending Sara, he relieved his feelings by kicking
it under the couch. What did she mean by leaving evidence
awaken the suspicions of Fulvia? Hadn't he some-
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